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Curious
Conceits of the
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Men Seen and
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«he trouble with this building subways,”
waid the tired-looking merohant, “is that
it takes so long before the contractors
get the darn things sub,

“Ipstead of doing all the work under-
oy hore their tunnels up on the

‘;-mmrl. tl ! .
and then dig the holes to put

gurface first
'em 11
wNow, I've got a scheme that would not
on!;' save the cont rum‘)rs tix}w and money,
puc would also permit business to go on

as usual

«[nstead of digging a ditch and then put-
ting a lid on it, why not cover the streets
and put the traffic on top? Merchants
would have to go to the trouble of moving
their front doors and show cases up to the
gacond floor, of course, but that would cer-
rainly be better than having trade stopped

oly
”I"‘:(nr] think of the great advantage this
system would have in case they ever wanted
to build another subway. ,

“According to the present methods, they'd
have to tear up the existing subway, as well
s the streets, and then lay the other one

er 1.

""—dwrm. my scheme they’d merely build
another roof over the first one, and then
shove the front doors, show cases and gen-
eral traffic up one more flight. The poa-
sibilities are illimitable; they could add on
as many more roofs as conditions might
emand

¢ EIl\ml just think how such a system would
heautify this fair city of ours! Why, it
wouldn't take more than ten or a (_lozo'n
of these supersubways to bring New York's
ugly skyscrapers down to a real nloe
tidy, artistic height.

“By this time, it's true, owners of build-
ings less than ten stories high would find
themselves in pretty much of a hole. But
it wouldn't be a bad hole.

“The lower half dozen or 8o subway lines
would still aford them ample means of
yransportation, and they could uee their
flagstaffs to hitch their horses to when
thev were doing business on the level.

“Then, too, think of the increase in prop-
erty values this scheme would bring about
Take, for example,a man owning a down-
town residence of say four stories deep.

“There would be nothing to prevent him
from selling his roof as a site for an uptown
office strue ,ure~stlpulatln%. of course, that
the builders must not sink their foundations
lower than his attio.

“Wouldn't all this upset the real estate
business? you ask, Yes, [ uurpose it would
ab first. They'd have to sell all property
by the cubic foot, of course, for, unless
height and depth were taken into con-
sideration, a man might wake up some
fine morning to learn that his roof had been
trespassing in the oellar of the man just
above him, or vice versa. But all sych
complications would adjust themselves®in
due time.

“It will be easy enough to install a system
of perpendicular rapid transit that shall

ive transfers at all tiers to the horizontal

nes. The difficult thing will be to devise
some system of orossing signals that will
insure comparative safety.

“Until this is done we must expect to read
of some snch acoldents as this in our morn-
ing papers: .

‘An upbound permndiculnr transit car
collided with an eastbound horizontal car
at the corner of Thirty-fourth street, Fourth
avenue and Subway tier 114 yesterday.
The top of the perpendicular jammed
through the flooring of the horizontal.
Three women who were riding on the hori-
zoutal car had their ankles sprained, but
refused medical attendance and went home.'

“But, then, as I' sald of the real estate

roblem, all that will straighten itself out
n due time. It is a great scheme if we
can only get it through."”

An Extra Inducement.

“I really haven't decided just where I
will get my next divorce,” said Mrs. Grass-
weeds. “At first I thought some of trying
to establiah a residence in Rhode Island, but
aren’t the courts of Dakota or some one
of those Weatern States giving trading
stamps now?”

Mortality Figures of Grandmothers.

If office boys are to be believed the mor-
tality of grandmothers is lowest when the
home ball team is on the road. When the
nine returns the mortality rises, and is in

direct proportion to the size of the bleacher
attendance.

(OULDN'T KEEP AHEAD OF TIME.

On sesing Jonea [ oalled to him
And passed the time o' day.
The clock struck one: Jones gave & stard,

And hurried on his way.
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% 2 to the comedian, and ask if he was all right
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FANCY AND FACT.

BOOKKEEPING
o\ DEPARTMENT

“Yea, books are my hobby.

I even try a hand at writing myself now and then. In fact,

1 put in my whole vacation finishing up a little book I started on way back last January.™

1903.

[m—

What Did He Mean?

Darkleigh Brown-—Br-r-r, but it's cold!
I'm just dying to get te some place where
it'll be really warm.

Leiter Green—Well, T can’t think of any
quicker way to get there.

Perish the Thought!

What Made the Wild Waves Wild.

~

Lilly Paddington—Won't you teach me how
to swim, Mr. Klam? I want to learn so badly.

Stewart Klam—Then why don’t you ask
some one who swims badly?

A Bunoh of Business.

They had just come from rehearsal,
when some one proposed a ride. They
repaired to the neighboring livery stable,
and picked out their horsea.

All went right until they were on their
return home. The light comedian's horse
seemed anxious to reach his stable, and
30 set out to make his own pace.

The others looked on in alarm, thinking
for the nonce that there was little comodK
in the prospect. They held their breat

ratifled to see presently that the
runaway horse was under control.
Then did the heavy old man canter up

“Yes, I'm all right,” answered the fright-
hespian, “but, say, there aren’t
many linea in this part, but there's a devil

of a lot of business!”

she Judged From the Sound.

Neighbor Jonesly—Yes, the baby’s teething
now. 1 hope it's crying hasn't annoyed you.

Neighbor Smithson—Not a bit of it. I just
asked because Mrs. Smithson was sort of
worried. She thought the poor little thing
was getting more than one set and feared its
mouth might be overcrowded.

Beau MoGuire—Sure she’d marry me,
only she says I got ter go ask her fader firat.
Say, now, on de level, do I look like de kind
uv a guy dat would go askin' favors off &
mut like old man Clanoy?

ROMANCE HISTORY—SPECIMEN EX TRACT.

“Shortly before the ark landed the animals grew restless and became dissatisflad with
their food. They volced their complaints to Noah through the only two oréatures on ‘board
who were possessed of the power of interpretation between man and beust.

“Thelr protests finally became so frequent and 8o violent that Noah 'was compeiled to
take summary action. The two interpreters, who were the only survivingepetiméns of thelr
race, were executed and, next night at sundown, buried deep in the sides: of Mv. Ararat.

“That is the reason that evolution's greatest treasure is sought in vain.
missing links are missing still.—The Wooden Chicftain, page 1387.
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A Terrible Catastrophe. b

EXTRA!

Credulous.
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81 Wash--Durned if | don't think that thas
oity boarder really beligved me when 1 told

him we sowed bird seed t' raise egg plant.

PRUDENCE AND ARBUTUS HUNT THE ELUSIVE BUTTERFLY.

SIMEON.I.:THE BEAR
AND THE SHEEP.

Case of 2 Knob Country Man Who |

Insisted on Running Slam
Against Nature.

LACKAWAXEN, Pa., Aug. 16.—*Uncle Jase
sot a minute,” said the man from the Knob
country, “and then he says to the Squire,
sort of as a clincher:

* 'Squire,’ says he, ‘happens that Simeon
was an ancestor o'mine,’ he says, ‘and not
&0 long back, either,” he says, 'and it's a
leetle queer, seems to me,’ he says, ‘that I
never heerd or a bear makin’ him out to be
a sheep thief,' he says.

‘First place, I says to the Squire then,
and I'd say it to him now:

“'Suire, I says, ‘you hadn't ought to
done it S'pose you have got idees about
Uncle Jase? [ says. ‘S'pose one o’ them
idees is that no matter what folks thinks
as 10 the leetle statement Paul made in
his haste about mankind in gineral, they
don't hesitate a minute to say that if it
don’t hit Uncle Jase plumb as a shot in the
bullseye, then lightnin’ never hit a barn?
I rays. ‘There's such things as goin' a
leotle too fur, Squire,” I says, ‘and you
hadn't ought to done it!" I says.

“But the Squire he jest only grinned.

“Uncle Jase is from the Rocky Hill dees-
trict, and he's a feller-citizen that most
folks has toler'ble strong idees about, par-
tic'larly the Squire, and Uncle Jase had
come in this time and told about Evander
havin' snuck up onto a bear that was asleep
and got a rope around it before it could
wake up and clutch him; and, more than
that, had yanked the critter, in spite of
Itgelf, all the' way into his clearin’, where
he had it tied to a pole, safe and sound,
that very minute. Then the Squire had
said to Uncle Jase, jest as if he didn't have
no more doubt about that bear than he did
that he was gettin’ there, that Evander had
tun his head slam ag'in Natur', and he'd
better keep his eye peeled.

" 'If there's one thing that a bear won't
never fergive nor fergit,” says the Squire,
shakin' his head solemn at Uncle Jase, and
lookin' fer all the world as If this doin’'s of
Fvander was worryin' him like all-pos-
#essed, ‘it's bein’ ketched and done fer
while it's asleep, 'cause then you're runnin’
slamag'in Natur’,’ he say«, ‘Natur' is won-
derful,’ hie says, ‘and you can't beat her.
And there aln't nothin' she's so wonderful
In as she is in bears,’ he says.

*‘If you sneak onto a bear when it's asleep
‘llld git the best of it,) says the Squire
look out! You're tryin' to beat Natur’,
and Natur' won't have it!" he says. '‘If
Fou ketch a bear in that way, it's bound
to have it in tor you and glt even, and
Make it a sorry day for you when you done
It. There ain't nothin’ Natur' s so won-
derful in as she is in bears, and Evander
:nnlrs to keep his eye peeled,’ says the

uire

"Then Uncle Jage sticks up his nose and
nays ‘Poof!'
‘Jest  ezac'ly what poor onfortunit
Nimeon up and says to my gran'father!
ravs the Squire, holdin' up his hands. _‘And
I rather calc'late he lived to see the day he
}"“\ .~0rrﬁ’. poor feller!" says he. ‘Simeon
F'ﬂfl Snuck up onto a sleepin’ bear, jest like
i.\ander has heen doin’, nm‘i’got a rope onto
tand yanked it home and tied it to a pole.
My gran'father says to Simeon,’ says
8Bquire, ‘that he had run his head slam

ag'ln Natur,’ 8o he ha, and that if he didn’
put a ball into the bear and end ita future
right there, he'd find sorrow and tribulation
ahead of him worse than rassalin’' with a
sawmill; but Simeon only jest turned up his
nose and says “Poof!”

“‘My gran'father, says the Squire,
‘knowed bears from A to izzard, and how
wonderful Natur' was into 'em, and he went
away sorrowin,’ 'cause he knowed there
was aday o' reckonin’ for Simeon if he didn't
kill that bear he had snuck up and ketched
when it was sleepin’. And Natur' is Natur’
now, and bears is bears, jest the same as they
was then,' says the Squire. ‘I feel sorry
for Evander,’ he says.

“Then Uncle Jase he says ‘Poof! ag'in,
as socornful as Sam Elil; and the Squire he
;l‘;m'k his bhead and says, ‘Too bad! Too

““A's fer Simeon,” says the Squire, 'he
wan't partic'lar pop'lar in the deestric’,
that's 8o, but he hadn't never done nothin’
wrong as anybody knowed on. Yit he
had ways, and folks didn't care much
fer him. Then along about that time some
one took to stealin’ she#p around there
most tremendous. Who was doin' of it
nobody couldn't git no idee.

“‘One day,’ says the Squire, ‘my gran'-
father was talkin’ to Simeon, and he says
to Simeon that it'd go hard with the sheep-
stealers if they was ever ketched. It'd
be State's prison, sure as cats, he says.

“ ‘The bear that Simeon had ketched
asleep was layin’ there by its pole, pretend-
in' to be snoozin,” but when my gran’-
father spoke them words it opened its
eyes and looked \3) suddent and (ueer.
Then it got up and took to thinkin' like,
and kep’ turnin’ its eyes on Simeon, and
grandfather says to Simeon ag'in to beware
o’ that bear; but Simeon jest rays * Poof!"

“‘Next day,’ says the Squire, ‘gran’father
went away on a three weeks' raftin' trip,
and the A}y after that, young Steve, who
lived next farm to Simeon, got up egrly and
found three of his theep gone. But the
I,hlof had left mwh a trail that Steve follere

t till it stopped, and then he almost ker
flummixed, he was 8o astounded.

“‘But he went right off,’ says the Squire,
‘and woke up the Jestice o' the Peace, and
told him he wanted a warrant for the sheep
thief; and when voung Steve told him
who it was he 'most fell in a fit. Then
Steve routed out the constable, and where
do you think he led him? Straight to
Simeon's!

“‘First,’ says the Squire, ‘they went to
the milk house. There hung young Steve's
three sheep. And they were skinned! Then
they went to the barn. There laid the
pelts off o' them sheep, on the barn floor.

“That was all they wanted. They got
Simeon up, served the warrant and marched
him off in spite of all he couldsay. ‘Young
Steve sald afterward,’ says the Squire,
‘that he see the bear dancin’ around the
pole, and huggin’ itself as if it was {o;ut
about bustin’ with joy or somethin’, but
Steve didn't think nothin’ about it, bears
bein' queer.’ )

“The Squire went on and told Uncle
Jase how the upshot of it all was that the
day his grandfather got back from his
three weeks’ raftin’ trip he went over to
Simeon’s to see how him and the bear was
gittin' along, the Squire's grandfather, of
course, not havin’ heerd anything about
Simeon bein' took up for sheep stealin,’
and there was the bear layin' down by the
pole, ponderin’ like, when along comes
young Steve with the news from the county
weat, and he hollers out: )

“ '‘Hooray! Simeon gits three years in
jaill Hooray!" ,

“ 'With that,” says the Squire, ‘the bear
jumped up and danced and hqued itself,
and almost hollered hooray, too.

“When the Squire’s grandfather heerd
all about it, he up and says: ) ,

“ ] warned him! I warned him ag'in
the bear, but he poofed at me! The bear
gtole them gl'\eep and put it on to Simeon,

re as guns! :
e eﬂ,' says the Squire, ‘the bear quit
huggin' itself, and laid down and looked
skeert and sneakin’. But there wouldn't
nobody else believe that the bear had
done {t and the unfortunate 'man that

fed at my ancestor, who knowed bmr'n
Fro:m A to izzard, and that scoffed at Natur’,

weaptured,

not knoWwin' she was so wonderful in bears !
that a bear ketched asleep was bound to |
git even with its ketcher, even If it had to |
make him out a sheep thief—that unfortu-
nate man had to serve his time. Uncle
Jase,’ says the Squire, ‘the best thing you
can do is to send Evander warnin’,’

“Uncle Jase he sot a spell, and then he

to the Squire, sort o' as a clincher:

‘Squire,” he says, 'happens that Simeon
was an ancestor o' mine,’ he says, ‘and not
8o long back, neither,’ he says, 'and it's a
little queer, seems to me,’ he says, ‘that I
never heerd of a bear makin' of him out
to be a gheep thief!’ says he.

“ ‘What!" cays the S?juiro. jest as if he
was s'prised more than he could say. 'Sim-
eon an ancestor o' your'n? he says. ‘Well—
well—well! he says. ‘Kin it be, then,’ says
he, ‘that the bear didn't eteal them sheep
after all?’ says he.

“And I says to the Squire then, and I'd
gay it to him row:

“ ‘Squire,’ I says, ‘you hadn't ought to
done it!”

“But the Squire l_]j jest only grinned.”

NOT A CANNIBAL.

Bat for a While the Fat Man’s Neighbor at
Table Feared the Worst.

A fat man walked into the restaurant
and, after knocking down a few hata while
hanging up his own, sat as much of him-
self down as the only vacant seat in the
room would hold.

He grabbed a piece of the bread that had
come with his right hand neighbor’s order
and began to munch on it,

Then he looked for the bill of fare. The
ministerial lookln’ man on his left was
reading it. The fat man leaned over on
him and began reading it too.

“How's them pork chops and apple sauce?”
he mumbled between mouthfuls ofbread.

The ministerial looking man said nothing
and edged his chair a little farther awag.

Just thep the waiter appeared with a
bowl of bean soup for a patron on the other
side of the table,

“Hey, waiter,” bawled the fat man, “brin,
me one o' them soups, and hurry up abou
it, will yer!”

The ministerial looking man heaved a
gigh of relief.

“Thank goodness, sir,” he said, turning
to the fat man. “I was so afraid you were
going to order pork. Idetestacannibal.”

IN WISCONSIN.

ACTEON
Whisker-Singelng Substituted for Transfor-
mation.

From the Milwaukee Sentinel,

Bound hand’and foot and begging for
mercy and the salvation of his Van Dyke
beard, Eugene Lipkow, the wholesale to-
bacco dealer, It is said, was put through a
trying ordeal by Milwaukee and Chicago
summer girls at Nagawicka Lake, Wednesday

sa

night.

“f‘h« Milwaukee man had broken In upon
the solemn function now the fad at the lake
resorts  known as “meeting the fates.”
Twenty-flve women were dressed in weird
costumes, some of which looked much Ijke
eg tops and were dancing around a large
re on the bank of the lake, The tobacco
man followed the party to the woods and
was smoking a cigar in thedark when he was
discovered, in the n}ldut of the ceremonies.
There was a wild yell from the society girls
from the city and the muan was run down and

He waus taken from his higﬂnﬁ)lnce
and twenty-five dainty hands aided in bhding
him to u tree. Pricl(ilusl bim with sticks
and frightening him with flaming brands,
he was cowed and compelled to restrain him-
gelf from attempting to escape. Then the
hirsute ugpl'ndngv came into view and the

irl with her big brother's trousers on whose
ignity was m‘pc-rially injured announced
that there would be. a singeing The man
protested and bt‘?lwd for the preservation
of his pride, but the brand was brought and
about fo be applied.

Then things became earnest and the man
really said things. He yelled for aid, and Lee
Whitney of the Government Bteamboat Ine
spector's office, who lives in the neighborhood,
came to the reacue, He boldly dashed in
and, to the astonishment of the masquerading
witches, broke off the ceremony.  The tobacco
man and his rescuer escaped in & rowhoat

to the other side of the lake. I

RINCE MICHAEL'S _
FAIRY TALE.

The Story of the Princes and the
Dragon, as Told by an Assassi-
nated Ruler of Servia.

—

Prince Michael, who reigned over Servia
forty-five years ago, was assassinated
by agents of the present King Peter's
father just gs King Alexander was re-
cently murdered by friends of Peter.

In a volume of Servian folklore, col-
lected by Mme. Mijatovich, is a fairy tale
contributed by this Prince Michael. He
heard it when a boy from the lips of his
nurse.

It tells how there was once a King who
had three sons and one daughter. The
daughter was walking one day near the
palace when a great dragon that lived
in a magic kiogk in the air came swooping
down upon her, mounted on a flying horse,
and carrfed her off.

Then the three brothers mounted their
steeds and set out in search of their sister,
the Kﬁlg telling them not to return home
again until they had found her and rescued
her from the dragon.

The three brothers travelled and travelled
and travelled until, at last, they came to
the magic kiosk hanging in the air be-
tween earth and heaven. Then the two
older brothers said:

“There is no way to climb up to the kiosk;
let us return and say that our sister is
dead.”

But the younger brother said: “No,
let us kill one of the horses and make a
long thong of leather from his hide, This
we will shoot up to the kiosk by attach-
ing it to an arrow, and so we can climb
up.”
pThin they did, and then the question
arose as to who should climb up the leather
thong to the kiosk and kill the dragon.

The oldest brother said that he would
not, and the second brother declared that
he was afraid. So the youngest brother
olimbed and entered the airy dwelli of
the flerce dragon. He went running from
room to room, until at last he came to a
great hall where he saw his sister simnﬁ
with the dragon, sleeping with his hea
upon her knee.

The boy drew his sword and struck the
dragon with all his might, but the dragon
only roused up a little and, moving a paw
toward the place where he had been hit,

d:

“] felt something bite me just there. ”

Then the brother hit him with his mace
as hard as he could. The dragon only

said:

“I felt something bite me just there,”

But at the third blow the dagger of the
younger brother found the vulnerable

't in the dragon's scales and the monster
rolled ever and died. )

As soon as the sister was freed she kissed
her brother and then showed him through
the rooms of the magic kiosk.

She led him first to a room where a black
horse stood all saddled and bridled, and
his saddle and bridle were all of pure silver.

Then she took him to a second room
where was another horse, all ready to be
mounted like t{!de first, and all his harness
was of pure gold.

In thlf)v thigd room was a third horse,
ready like the other two, and hig harness
was all studded with precious stones.

In a fourth room they found a beautiful
young maiden spinning golder. thread,
and ﬁn a fifth another beautiful girl was
working goiden embroidery. )

In the last room there was a maiden
more boamlfull than nﬁ nthe?. whge;vaa
stringing pearls on a golden string. ore
her ﬂw‘n golden plate on which a golden

WeSTEory

hen and her chickens were sorting out the
pearls for her,

After having looked over the palaoce,
the brother returned to the hall where
the dead dragon lay and threw him to the
ground, where he fell with a great thud,
which almost scared the two older brothers
to death.

Then the young Prince drew up the
leather throng and with it let down to the
earth his siater and the three maidens, who
took with them the work upon which they
had been engaged.

As he lowered them he shouted to
his brothers, telling them to whom each
of the maidens he had rescued should be-
long. For himself he reserved the maiden
who had been stringing pearls with the
hegx of the golden hen and her chickens.

ut the brothers were filled with envy
and cut the throng, so that the younger
brother could not get down, but remained
a prisoner in the magic kiosk.

hen they went on their way back to
their father, the King, taking with them
their sister and the three maidens.

On the way they met a peasant lad whom
they dressed up as a prince, and taking
him to the old 'inf. who was now gettin,
very blind, passed him off as the younges
brother.

In course of time the brothers were to
be married to the maidens whom they
@elected. But on the day when the eldeat
was to be married he was struck down
by the young Prince, who rode from the
kiosk on the dragon's horse with the silver
harness.

When it came time for the second brother
to be married he, too, was stricken down
by the ynunE Prince, who rode forth from
the magic kiosk on the dragon's horse
with the harness of gold.

Then came the day when the peasant
was to be married to the maiden who strum
ﬁmrh with the help of the golden hen an

er chickens. But just as he was to lead
her to the altar the youngest brother a.!)-
{murad. riding the dragon's horse with
he harness studded with precious stoneg,
and claimed her as his own bride.

He made himself known to hia father
the King, who ordered the shepherd away
to instant execution, embraced his son
and gave him half his kingdom for a wed-
ding present,

GEN.

SURRENDERED.

He Acknowledged the Justice of a Corre-
spondent’'s Plea.

From the Louisville Herald.

An characteristic of Gen., Cassius M. Clay,
a correspondent sends the following story:
| Under an act of the Legialature the re-
| mains of Joel T. Hart, the famous Kentuoky
sculptor, were brought from Florence, Italy,
where he dled, and buried by the State in the
mn;nter" at Frankfort. Gov. Proctor Knott
invited Judge W. M. Beckner of Winchester
to deliver an address on the occasion of the
finul interment. Judge Beckner wrote to
Italy and to New York, Philadelphia and
other places for information concerning Mr.
Hart and his work.

Among others he addressed a letter to
Gen. (.'lurv. who had been Hart's first patron
as a sculptor, uuklng his recollections of the
dead artist. He got an answer on a postal
card, the substnuce of which was that the
General had put all that he cared to say
about Joel T. Hart into his memoirs, which
had been published and were being sold at
88 per volume. Judge Beckner immediately
st down nnd wrote him as follows:

“I received your curt advertisement of
vour book written on a postal and must
say that 1 was surprised. If you had been
spending as much time and energy to do
honor to a dead friend of mine as I have
heen to pay a public tribute to one who was
a8 devoted to you as was Joel T. Hart, and

CLAY

JOE THE JUNGLE BOY.

{ Being the Adventures of a Boy
Who Was Carried Off
by Gorillas.

CHAPTER X.

You may think I was satisfled to stay
with the gorilas, as they had treated me
well and it was a pleasant life, but from
the very fimst day I was always longing
to get away and back to my own people.

The trouble was that they never let me
out of their sight for a moment. Many
and mafy a time I started out to take a
little walk by myself, hoping for a chance
to get away, but one or more of the animals
always followed me, and if 1 walked too
far they grew angry.

It was plain that they meant to keep me
a prisoner, and if they caught me trying
to escape it would be bad for me.

In telling you of the battle we had with
the black men I told you of finding a ﬂi‘
| and steel after the fight was over.

I knew how to strike a spark and build
a fire, but I put the things away in a hollow
tree and made no use of them. I had a
plan in my head to use them later on, but
I must first know where I was and how
far it was to my village.

1 was always in hope that we should
set out some day and journey toward the
Zambesi River, and that, finding myself
near home, I might get away by day or
night, but we never went in that direction.

It seemed as if the gorillas suspected
me and were determined not to give me
a chance.

When I had been a prisoner for three
long months and had become discouraged,
I determined try my plan.

I knew that all wild animals were afraid
of fire, but I could not tell just how fright-
ened the gorillas would become on seeing
flames. If they did not run far away, then
my plan would be a failure.

One day, about noon when thera was
a pretty stiff breeze blowing, I began piling
up a great heap of dead leaves and limbs.
' The gorillas were very curious to know
what I intended to do, and they watched
me very closely,

When I brought out the flint and steel
they gathered around me like a lot of school-
boys, and when 1 struck fire they all oried
out “Hu!" and scampered around in
sport.

In a minute the leaves began to blaze,
and as the smoke and flames leaped up
my friends began to chatter and scream
and draw away. The wind carried the
flames into the thick forest, and pretty
soon there was a fire raging that a hundred
engines oould not have put out.

'fh» gorillas huddled around me for
three or four minutes, afraid of the flames,
not wishing to leave me, but at last
terror overcame them and they ran scream-
ing away.

fnutﬂad of fnllowiv\g them [ ran in an-
other directiony, and I had gone as many as

the following reply:

“WaiTe HauL, Ky, April 12, 1847.-Dear
Judge: 1 have ordered the Memoirs to be
sent you. If you plead all your oases as
well yon will be rich enough ﬁie" Yours,

C. M. Cray.”

The book was duty received and the (iem-
eral attended the delivery of the oratioa.

| to tribe sellin

hey were traders who went from tribe

1 had written as good a book as they say [ ten miles before I felt safe from pursuit
you have, and you were as poor as | am I had a fear of meeting black men or
and 1 as rich as ‘you are supposed to be. and | other gorillas, but fortunately I did not.
: Tou Vot . toﬁn{;c‘;rl::?ol:t oy bﬂ’liﬂd All that afternoon and for three ldlyﬁ
My : b : the forest, sleep-
T B oo e 115t  ore lcumeredthroush e oo, vt
| shou 80 eno \ ' g
i The next mail brought to Judge Beckner | @ party of white men camped in a grove

spearheads, knives, looking
glasses, beads and other things. Two
of them had been in our village onca, and
I knew them at sight

When T had told them my atory !Imyl

said it was a wonderful one, ard then they

told me that my father and all my tribe
believed that I had been put to death by the
Makololos. '

I was too far from home to think of '3
back alone, and the traders ad me
to go with them to Cape Town and live
among the white people for a time.

1 was glad to go with them, and sosrcely
bad we come to the towns and cities wtn
the people began to question me and
that my adventures were wonderful. .

The news?lnpora said that' I was the oml

rson ever heard of who had been mp&’\lms

y gorillas and got away alive. y

One day a dime museum man came te
see me, and after ‘E l'\tfll; wulllo offered
me money to go to Eng and,
be put on exh‘l‘bition as the (}orilhug s

I consented to go, and havebeent.mveﬂin
about ever since, I amnow about 18 an
have visited many oountries and seen many
strange things. y

I am no longer a savage, but I drese
and live like any white boy, and I can alse
speak very good English.

Of course, I should like to see my father
and mother and my native wlln%o agein,
but they are a long way off, and there are
many dangers in the way.

The Mwais would be glad to see me
and I could tell them many wondorfu‘
things I have seen since I left them, bus
1 do not think they would be pleased at my
wearing clothes and eating the food of
white men. ;L

Should I ever go back to them 1 :ﬂ
rememiber the readers of this story
write my further adventures for them.

THE END.

S. JOHNSTONE'S Lli('K.

Ho Belleves It All Came From One Game
Impulse.

From the Chscago Inter Ocean.

He pursued a Salvation Army girl through
the corridors of a Chicago hotel and Inte
the street. Just as observers thought they
had to deal with a lunatic he overtook the
girl, gave her a dollar and thanked her for
taking it. He msaw that his conduet had
attracted some adverse attention, and gave
the explanation that seemed to be due,

Ten years ago a rascally partner beas
J. ¢. 8. Johnstone, then of Faribwult, Mian.,
out of all he had. After years of corne
fort, at the age of 41 and in hard times,
he faced the world with practically nothing
but his hands. He went to Minneapolis and
trumped the streets for work In vain., At
last he had but five cents between himh and
beggury or starvation 4

Walking along the street, nneertain whether
to try again or give up the battle nitogether,*
a Salvation Army girl asked him for a pickel
for the poor. Moved, perhapg, by the n-.
conscious iray of the request, he gave het

oJ. C.

“I'he Lord won't forget,” she said, and. weok
on ¥ A R

Almost convinced thut the Lord had fors
gotten him, he watched her at her work.
The next thirteen men she accosted gave her
nothing. The fourteenth gave her a dollar,
He remembered that he had asked for work
at a certain mill several times unil had a,ng
always refused. He moade n 8 t
ask again and again, fip to
But it was not necessary
cation after giving away
®ot a job

That was the
saved his wages, and a year or two later
bought  little mill ont in thg woods. is
business prosperad steadily. Now the som-
merclal agencies riate his weulth At nedriy
geven fgures.  And he is utterly convinoed
that should he let a Salvation Army ool
lector pass unheeded his progperity  would
end. That is why he pnr-umt the glel |
the poke honnet into the street and Ins!stag
on giving her the dollar :
Some people will call Mr. Johnstone super-

his a8t cen

stitious. o he s for his method will not
insura success to anybody not of his exact
temper. But his experience shows what -a
man can do when he puts himgelf in @uch. s
position that he must conquer adverse for-
tune or perish.  Giving his lust cent l\’?"‘
was hig mupner of putting his back to the
wall  And adversity retveats from the man

who is indiferent whether he live or die
but s resolved to ight yntil he ve
man with his back to the wall, ‘

That is why the

his nickel, and told her it was his last. cent, .

mlq ]
ourteen times,
On his first: urpllo‘

end of his distress.. i¥e .




